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witli the commanding officer only yesterday. He cannot
escape.'

' He cannot escape,' echoed a hitherto silent guest, who
was a great sportsman. * I will bet any sum he is taken
before the week is over.'

'If it would not shock our fair hostess, Count Prater,' I
rejoined, 'rest assured you should forfeit your stake.'

My host and his guests exchanged looks, as if to ask each
other who was this very young man who talked with such
coolness on such extraordinary subjects. But they were
not cognisant of the secret cause of this exhibition. I wished
to introduce myself as a man to the Countess. I wished
her to associate my name with something of a more exalted
nature than our nursery romance. I did not, indeed, desire
that she should conceive that I was less sensible to her in-
fluence, but I was determined she should feel that her
influence was exercised over no ordinary being. I felt that
my bold move had already in part succeeded. I more than
once caught her eye, and read the blended feeling of astonish-
ment and interest with which she listened to me.

' Well, perhaps he may not be taken in a week/ said the
betting Count Prater; ' it would be annoying to lose my
wager by an hour.'

* Say a fortnight then,' said the young nobleman.

' A fortnight, a year, an age, what you please/ I ob-
served.

4 Ton will bet, then, that he will not be taken ? ' said
Count Prater, eagerly.

4 J? wiU bet that the expedition retires in despair/ I re-
plied.

* Well, what shall it be ? ' asked the Count, feeling that
he had an excellent bet, and yet fearful, from my youthful
appearance, that our host might deem it but delicate to
insure its being a light one.

1 What you please/ I replied; * I seldom bet, but when J
do, T care not how high the stake may be.1